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Next Step 


Author's Notes: 
| guess this could be considered the sequel to "staring"?? Yay, is my second story? i guess?? Imao. This was 
quite a short chapter. Enjoy ¥ 


Its been a month since they agreed to be ‘a couple’, as Richie would call them. In all honesty, he preferred the 


term ‘lovers’, even though he unwillingly felt butterflies in his stomach whenever Richie called them a couple. 


He needed to get used to the term still. 


Its been a month full of kisses, touches, loving words, and hot nights. Even though they wouldn't dare to take 
the next step they still loved their hot grinding and their passionate kissing which left them both breathless 


and euphoric. 


It's not like Richie wasn't happy, in fact, he was extremely happy. Nobody could erase the knowing grin from 
his face. Of course, that raised a little bit of suspicion from the other band mates since Richie was literally 
glowing, and emitting happiness more than usual. He wore his heart on his sleeve as if wanting the whole world 


to know. 


He had to tone it down a notch. He didn't want the guys to know about their flourishing relationship just yet. 
Maybe later. But who knows how later. 


However, as time passed by, Richie wanted to take the next step. The more he spent time loving Jon, the more 
he wanted to ‘make love' to him. It didn't avoid him from feeling uncertain about how Jon felt. He was a little 
afraid to ask him. What if Jon wasn't ready for the next step? What if Jon didn't want to do that step at all? 
The anxiety ate his insides like a scorching fire, burning at the pit of his stomach and rising upwards, reaching 


his head. 


He would wait all the time he could for Jon to be ready, if he ever wanted to be ready. After all, Richie came 
to terms with the fact that he loved Jon long ago. 


On Jon's part, he was still afraid Of what? Of the press finding out about them, of their band mates not 
accepting them, of losing his second virginity. He didn't even know why itd be him, but he just knew. He might 
be the boss, but all that controlling persona he shows outside vanishes when he's with Richie. He can be calm, 
pliant, and vulnerable with Richie. He realized that, and it took time to learn it. It wasn't very easy, since his 


demanding character would involuntarily take over, but Richie found his ways to soothe him. 


He was really glad it was Richie. He couldn't picture himself with anyone else. As cliché as it sounded - and he 


hated to admit it - he liked it a lot. But he didn't believe he was ready yet. 


He somehow sensed Richie's struggles, and was glad he would wait longer for him. It sometimes was too 
overwhelming, so much that he couldn't stop himself from shedding tears. Soft sniffles trespass his thick 
covers in cold nights, his chest heaves with each breath, hands covering his mouth tightly in hopes that the 


sleeping Richie beside him - holding him close - wouldn't hear his mini breakdown. 


Tough luck. His knight with shining armor and long, tangled soft hair comes to rescue him, always. He wraps his 
strong arm around Jon's trembling frame, and brings him closer, warming him, soothing him in a tender 


embrace. 


He tells Jon that everything is okay, that he will wait as long as he needs him to wait. That he doesn't need to 
worry about anything. That he loves him and cherishes him dearly. 


Jon obviously doubts him at first, had to pull him up from that dark place inside himself. That place filled with 
self-hatred, isolation and depression often left him exhausted, with no will to keep going. Sometimes those 
feelings were so strong he couldn't stand up without Richie's help. His knight in shining armor, and a heart 
made of gold. 


Richie taught him how to love what the day and night brought. He taught him how to smile bright when the 
nights were pitch black and piercing cold. He taught him how to love himself - slowly, step by step - and he 


was there to love him too. 


At this point of his life, Jon considered himself madly in love - as much as he hated to admit. Why? He doesn't 
know - and was sure Richie felt the same way too. 


It still didn't keep him from feeling a little insecure. 


But Richie will wait.. 


Right? 


Stars 


Author's Notes: 
Another tiny and fluffy chapter. | just love fluff Imao, but who knows. Maybe they will get a little spice in the 
future. Enjoy ¥ 


They were currently staying at a luxurious hotel in Las Vegas. It was quite a fast-paced city, all the cars 
being driven around, all the lights illuminating the pitch-black night with the sky void of stars, and all kinds of 


people passing by with - and sometimes without - a vast variety of clothes. 


Hundreds of faces come and go, and Jon's is the only one he can lay his eyes on The pinks and blues of the big 
Casino's lights shine on his face, casting shadows under his pretty eyelashes, his cute nose and, his pouty lips. 
The lights from the passing cars make a halo over his head, his long, messy hair turning translucent white and 
yellow. Jon was just looking at the poster outside the entry, but Richie found him breathtakingly beautiful, 


angelical, ethereal. 


What else could he expect from his Jon who is the incarnation of beauty - and any straight man could easily 
see that - and a luminous, eye-blinding sun. 


Apparently, he stared for too long because Jon was looking at him with a lopsided grin, and a pretty blush on 
his cheeks - maybe it was the cold, maybe it was him. 


"Hey, you." Jon sing-sang playfully, his breath visibly coming from his mouth signaling how cold the night was. 
As if trying to tell him that he caught him staring for too long, and they were in public, where people could 
recognize them. There's nothing wrong with looking at the person you love, given the fact that people may not 
know if you love that person at all. You could be staring daggers, planning their secret death. 


It seems this wasn't Richie's case because his eyes only reflected the love he felt towards Jon. He was 
basically throwing Jon a sweet pair of heart-shaped eyes. Anyone could get an idea of how in love he was with 
the person he was staring so tenderly at. 

It scared Jon to death how obvious Richie could be sometimes. Well - several times. 

"Hey" Richie says breathlessly, as if Jon took the air away from his lungs. "Sorry, | just-" 

It's fine." Jon giggles. "As long as we don't get in trouble, it's all fine." He looks up at Richie's chocolate orbs 


which were dilated, making them seem much darker than they were. He sighs deeply. "More than fine." He 


whispers. 


Richie barely smiles, but he notices, his intense gaze never leaving his. At this point anyone could figure out 


what was going on between these two who so carelessly acted like the two lovebirds they were. 


They were only a few inches apart, yet they looked so close to each other. Richie's right hand left the warmth 
of his pocket to sneak it into Jon's left pocket. He casually laces his fingers to Jon's and the blonde immediately 
shoots him a pointed look. 


"Rich, we're in public!" Jon's eyes were wide, and his face shows shock, the complete opposite of what Richie's 
looked like. Jon tried shooing his hand away but Richie wasn't giving up. 


"So what? Have you seen those legs and that ass? They might think you're a girl, a pretty one." Richie wiggles 
his eyebrows in a comical way and if they weren't in those circumstances, Jon would have certainly laughed. 


Jon soundly snorts and gives him an incredulous look. 
"So what? Maybe they might just realize that I'm not one!" He shot back in a mocking tone. 


"You also got long hair, and lemme tell ya, lots of girls have that same haircut." Richie's grin grew wider, and 


Jon couldn't help but let out a small offended gasp. 


"And you? You got some long ass legs and that long hair. What makes you think you don't look like an average 


looking girl?" Richie can't help but cackle even more. 


"Oh, | know l'm not the one that looks like girl, baby." Jon looks kind of pissy but Richie can't help but eye him 
fondly. 


"Well, they might as well just figure out that Jon Bon Jovi is holding hands with his guitarist Richie Sambora - 
and may | say, a fucking diva - and then we all get fired. Yeah. Sounds like a plan" Jon looks away with a pout 
and Richie instantly starts feeling guilty. But guilty for what? He was just joking. 


"No, baby, don't be mad. | was just joking." Richie whines playfully. He pulles their hands out and discretely 
kisses the top of Jon's smaller hand. Richie's soft lips meet the hand's cold one, and it immediately sent a spark 
of heat down Jon's groin Jon looks at him, eyes him warily because of that risky act of affection he much 


appreciated. 
‘lm sorry, | knew you were joking but -" Jon's voice sounded defeated and guilty, desperate for forgiveness. 


"Shh, no, baby, its fine. | went too far with the girl stuff. Forgive me, love." As cheesy as the pet names 
sounded, he deeply loved them. It was the first time Richie called him ‘love', Jon realized. Not that it would 
matter much since he would probably call him that way more times than he should. It still made him feel 


cherished, like he was truly Richie's love. 


“There's nothing to forgive. You forgive me, | didn't mean to get pissed" Jon squeezed Richie's hand, wanting his 


reassurance, his forgiveness, his love. 


"IFs fine, love. There's also nothing to forgive." Richie wants to kiss him so badly, but he knows that's 
stretching it too far. They had to be more careful. But he just wants to hold Jon's hand like a normal person, 
he just wants to kiss him anywhere like a normal person. What is normal anyways? Forget the normal, they 


were already rock stars, being normal was already out of their vocabulary. 


"Wanna go back to the hotel?" Jon asked, feeling the chill creep deeper into his skin, and interrupting Richie's 
train of thought. 


"Yeah." He nods. "Let's go." He resentfully detaches his hand from Jon's and they start walking towards where a 
black limousine was parked, waiting for them to finish their little walk They walked quite a long distance, 
separately but together. A comfortable silence fell into place as they reached their destination 

They get in the car, and head to the hotel. 


They were still silent, both looking out their windows, contemplating the bright lights of Las Vegas. 


Jon feels uneasy, seeks for Richie's physical and emotional contact. He discretely sneaks his hand into Richie's, 
which sat on top of his thigh. Richie's fingers twitch in surprise, and his eyes follow the familiar touch. 


Jon's looking at him lovingly, and Richie feels his stomach turn and flutter. He tightens his hand around Jon's 
one, and leans in. He kisses him tenderly on those lips that he so much loves, those lips he has so dearly 


memorized. 


They didn't mind kissing in the car since the driver couldn't see them or hear them through the black divider 
unless they opened the tiny window to speak. 


The kiss grows passionate and languid. Jon has to stop it before it gets out of hand and they end of ripping 
each other's clothes right there in the car. 


Richie gives him a soft kiss on his eyes, then on his nose, then his cheeks and lastly his lips. Jon's cheeks blush 
at his tenderness. Nobody has ever treated him like Richie does, so softly, so caringly, as if he was made of 
porcelain, as if he was the most precious thing for him. 

Richie goes back to looking at the bright lights. Jon was about to do the same when Richie breaks the silence. 
"You kksnhep prrtie snowman..." He mumbles incoherently. Jon inches closer to hear him better. 

"What?" 


Richie mumbles the same thing again. Jon still can't figure out what he's saying. 


"Huh? | can't hear you, Rich." Richie looks at their still laced fingers and sighs softly. 


"You're way prettier than a woman. More than any woman I've ever seen" Richie's face is flushed and so is 
Jon's as he digests what he just said. He brings his free hand to his mouth, trying to cover his growing smile, 
one of those sticky smiles that just spreads over your face and won't disappear until the next day. He 
helplessly giggles, feeling butterflies flutter rapidly in his stomach. 

"You're not so bad yourself" He shyly states. And at this, Richie has to laugh. 

"Thanks, love." They both keep smiling for the whole ride. 

Eyes separated from each other, focused on a sky void of stars. 


The sky was void of stars, but their eyes were full of them. 


And their hearts connected through their laced hands. 


Be with me 


Author's Notes: 
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They arrived safely at the hotel, and headed directly to their room. As soon as they entered the lobby, they 
were greeted by a giant tree covered in gorgeous crystalline ornaments, candy canes, tiny glittery present 
boxes, an assortment of lights and feather-like tinsel garlands that obviously announced the coming of 


Christmas. What stood out the most was the gleaming star that sat atop the tree. 


It was quite a sight to behold, and both men stopped for a second to take everything in unlike every other 


person passing by in a hurry, unable to appreciate the existence of the tree, and its significance. 


Richie decided to spare Jon this time and let themselves take the stairs, since they weren't too high up the 
building, and die from fatigue. Well, Richie would be the only one ‘dying’ because Jon's got the energy for that 


and much more. 


It sometimes surprises him how much energy Jon has accumulated inside him, how much he can manage to do 
in such short periods of time, how he can be standing, jumping, dancing, and doing whatever he can to make 


the audience roar from excitement for so long. 


It must be the adrenaline, he says, but Richie knows very well that Jon's got the energy of a little child who 
hasn't gone outside to play for a very long time, and he's just bursting that energy out for the audience to 
take. Or maybe it's the other way around. Maybe Jon feeds from all the screams, and squeals from the 


audience, they make him stronger, they give him life. 
Richie was glad for his cheerful character during the shows, otherwise they wouldn't have as much ‘life’ to 
them. Sure, they all put their bit into the mix, but Jon specifically made them all come together in a very 


unique way. 


‘Maybe ‘cus he's the boss, too’ Thought Richie while walking up the few remaining stairs. He came into a halt 
as he bumped into Jon who was just trying to open the door and is pushed onto the door with a soft thud. 


"Ow, Rich, look where you're going!" Jon protests to a sorry-looking Richie. 
"Sorry, love. | kinda spaced out." He shyly smiles at him, and kisses his cheeks to make his point. 


"Jesus, you've been so out of it lately. You're gonna end up running into a car or something, and l'm not gonna 


be there to save you." Jon goes back to what he was doing, and opens the door. 


"Hey, it's fine. Nobody can get a good hit on this superman" Jon snorts while placing the keys in the drawer 
next to the big fluffy sofa 


"You wish you were superman." Jon starts taking his clothes off slowly. Richie eyes him lustfully, licks his lips, 


and debates whether to wait or take all Jon's clothes at once, even rip them out if possible. 


"If | were superman that'd mean you'd have a bigger crush on me, baby." Jon turns his head around to look at 
Richie, and sees the brunette leaning on the door, and wiggling his eyebrows in such a comical way he couldn't 
help but smile. ‘Such a dork’. He found the lust in Richie's eyes for a split second before coming up with his 


comeback. 


"| don't even have a crush on you. You sound like a middle-schooler." He fakes a cringe on his face, and keeps 
taking his shirt off, followed by his pants. Richie can't even bother with the comment as the desire to kiss Jon 
right then and there overtakes him. 


He brings him close harshly by the waist and Jon yelps but immediately hooks his arms around Richie's neck. 
They kiss as if they were running out of time, they kissed until their last breath was taken away, and their 


lungs need air. 
Jon's chest heaves, and he smiles, feels lightheaded, and secure in Richie's arms. 


"You lookin’ for a little fun tonight?" His tongue darts out of his mouth seductively, and Richie just wants to 
suck on it. So, he does. He inches closer to Jon, and starts savoring the pink tongue with his. He kisses Jon 
languidly, and the blonde can only moan in surprise. He pulls Richie's long strands, and responds to the kiss with 


much eagerness. 


Richie can't stop roaming his hands all over Jon's body. They move to his back, they explore as if they were in 
search for new land, they reach to his ass and squeeze, feels the firm yet soft surface fit in his hands. 


They part again, but Richie moves to Jon's neck. He peppers it with kisses and tiny playful bites. 
"Fuck yeah, | have the fun right here." Jon giggles, and pats the guitarists arm. 


"C'mon fake superman, let's get to the bed first, shall we?" He asks sweetly, suppressing a moan as Richie 


sucks on that little spot behind his ear that drives him crazy. 


"Fair enough, love." He detaches himself from Jon's succulent neck, and deliberately picks him up by the ass. 
Jon yelps in surprise, but reacts on time to wrap his legs around Richie's hips. His groin noticeably pokes at 
Richie's still clothed belly. He can't help but grind onto it, feels some sort of friction as he uses Richie's belly 
to find relief. Richie chuckles deeply as he carries him towards the bed. 


"I have the feeling someone's eager, and I'm not saying it ‘cus they're grinding on me. Nope." 


"You're such a goof" He bites Richie's shoulder softly, and keeps grinding. "Fuck." 


‘Oh baby, you love it" He throws Jon on the bed, and starts grinding onto him too, kissing his lips once again. 
"Oh yeah, we'll do just that. Fuck" 


"Well... in what can be considered fucking." Jon thinks out loud. Richie immediately perks up at the comment, and 
debates whether to bring up the topic that he's wanted to talk about with Jon for so long. 


He decides it might be time, he desires to spend the rest of his life with Jon - he hasn't told him that yet - 


and he definitely wants to have full-on passionate sex with him. But he must have his consent first. 


"Talking about- um... you know.." He begins, all lust replaced with sheepish tenderness, and nervous hands. "I've 
been thinking about this a lot, a-and | was wondering if you do too. I've known you for a very long time, and at 
this point | feel very comfortable with you, | can enjoy silence in the same room as you without feeling 


anxious." He can hear his heart pounding his way out of his chest. 
Jon immediately becomes serious, he sits up to look at Richie better, and takes his hands in his smaller ones. 


"I can finally kiss you, and be intimate with you, and-"He sighs heavily. "And | just wanna be much closer to 


you in a much more intimate way. But | can't do so unless you tell me you're ready, baby." 


Jon expected Richie to bring it up some time soon, but he was still taken aback. Yes, he thought about it 

multiple times, he even did some research on it, and he thought his body was ready for it. They spent several 
passionate nights together, and he knew that even if his body wasn't ‘ready’, Richie would do everything in his 
power to ease the way. Richie would treat him gently like he always does, he would make sure he wasn't hurt 


or uncomfortable. 

Richie was a gift that kept giving, his angel for life. 

‘lm ready." He said without hesitation He didn't have anymore doubts. All he needed was to feel Richie, he 
needed his touch, his love. 

Now Richie was the one taken aback by the confidence in his voice. His eyes opened wide like two plates, and he 
made a filed attempt in closing his mouth which made him look like a gaping fish. ‘Cute’ could only think Jon. 
Richie really wasn't expecting such a rapid answer to his request. 

"You- you're.. Are you sure?!" He squeezes Jon's hand to find reassurance in his touch. 


"Yeah." Jon sighs. "I've been thinking about it for a while too. | just- | didn't find the right time to make myself 
feel ready." Jon looks away as if pondering what made him feel this way specifically today. 


"And what made that change?" Richie asks softly. 


"In all honesty, | don't know. Maybe because it's Christmas, maybe because you sounded like you were going to 
propose to me." Jon laughs, and Richie freezes but Jon doesn't seem to notice. "By the way, now you owe a 


ring for that speech, honey." He just said it as a joke, but Richie wasn't reacting. 


After what seemed minutes - but only seconds- Richie leaves Jon's side, and goes to the bathroom. Jon looks 
at him as he disappears from his sight into it. ‘Did | say something wrong? What if | upset him? What if he 
doesn't like the idea of proposing?! were Jon's only thoughts at the moment. Poor confused Jon who was at 
the verge of tears from just thinking that Richie wasn't going to love him anymore for what he said. It 
seemed like an exaggeration, but he just felt utterly lost. 


He grows even more anxious when Richie comes out of it, the two of his hands behind him as he walks 
suspiciously to the bed. Jon waits, and looks expectantly at him. His eyes pleading for an answer under his wet 


eyelashes. 

Richie immediately panics when he sees a tear run down Jon's cheek. 

"What is it, baby?! Why are you crying?" He kneels near the bed, and Jon, and kisses the side of his thigh. 
"l- | don't know." His voice was trembling. "I just thought that | upset you with what | said" 


‘Oh no baby, no. l'm not upset What makes you think that?" Richie's sad eyes look up at him, and Jon leans 
down to kiss him tenderly. Richie responds to it with a happy sigh. Jon cups his cheeks to try to bring him 


closer, but Richie can't. 


"Don't kneel there, come here with me, please?" He asks sweetly, and looks at Richie with those beautiful blue 


eyes of his. He would have complied in normal circumstances, but this was a special moment he needed to get 


to. 


Richie separated from Jon once more. Jon looks up at him as he stands up and away from him. Richie then 
meets his eyes in an intense stare. He slowly kneels over one knee, and leaves the other one up at a 90 degree 
angle, his deep chocolate orbs never leaving his blue crystalline ones. He then takes out a purple velvety box, 


and Jon brings both his hands to his mouth, and gasps softly. 


His mind races, and his heart wants to explode from inside his chest, and his eyes water once more. ‘Could it 


be... 
"Jon Francis Bongiovi, will you let me be with you for the rest of your life, and have the honor of being called 
your husband?" Now Jon bursts into tears, and a sob wrecks through his entire body, shakes his entire core 


from inside out. "Well, marry me as in wear-this-ring-until-we-are-finally-legal marry...” 


Jon frantically nods, but is frozen in his place, yet he can't stop smiling. 


"Yes as in ‘yes I'll marry you' or as in ‘yes | know it's not legal yet?" 
"Yes! Both!" He throws himself at Richie, and kisses him deeply. Richie then picks him up, sits on the bed and 
settles Jon comfortably in his lap without breaking the kiss. "I love you, | love you, | love you so much." He 


whispers between kisses and nibs. Richie holds him tighter, wraps his entire arms around his content lover, and 


feels the tears coming out of his eyes and slowly running down his cheeks. 
"| love you too, baby. | love you to the moon and back a million times." 


They enjoy each other's warmth in a tight embrace. Richie can still feel Jon's hardness and his own against 
each other, and can't ignore the hesitation, and sudden guilt in his chest. 


"Baby, are you seriously ready? Am | not pressuring you?" He looks at Jon in the eye as he caresses his soft 


flushed cheeks. Worry showing in his sad eyes. 

Jon nods, and smiles sweetly. "Yeah, I've thought about it, and | think it's time we take the next big step. | love 
you, and this is what | want. You're not pressuring me in any way. | know you would never do that" They press 
their foreheads together, and Jon cups both Richie's cheeks. "Let's do it tonight, if you are ready, of course." 
He whispers jokingly. 


Richie chuckles, and nods. "Yeah" he says breathlessly. 


"lm ready..." 


To Be Continued.. 


